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1 made 
Girl in 
: diary 
‘xactly 
as Persie fair devotees—lift your bowed heads. The world which 
ughly has stood still for you these forty days has been going around 
iia for other people just as usual. Your devotions and abstinences may have 
ening given you new strength, but you will also find that absence from tempta- 
—_ tion has made the heart grow fonder of it. Your eyes, grown accustomed 
" to sack-cloth, will be all the more delighted with the gay colors of Easter 
lutely apparel.” 


recent 











bad A QUESTION OF VALUE. 


4. "DAUB has heard that the Dilletanti 
Club allows pictorial artists to pay 
YURT, 7 eee : 
D, by the initiation fee of one hundred dollars with 
; works of their art of that value, instead of 
4 to cash. He suggests to O’Brush (a member 
of the Dilletanti) that he would like to be 
— put up for admission on the foregoing con- 
dition. 
ARD. O’BRUSH: The Council would doubtless 
be glad to receive you, but there’s a dif- 
eer ficulty in the way. 


O'DaAvB: A difficulty! What is it ? 
O’BRUSH: They haven't room on the 
bes walls of the club-house for one hundred of 
rar your pictures. 
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THE SUPERIORITY OF MAN. 





Jack: 1 DON’T SEE WHY YOU GIRLS SHOULDN’T HUSTLE AROUND LIKE THE REST 
OF US AND DO THINGS FOR YOURSELVES! YOU COULD SAVE LOTS OF MONEY BY 
MAKING YOUR OWN HATS AND GOWNS, 

Laura: VD JUST LIKE TO KNOW WHAT YOU DO FOR YOURSELF ? 

The Experienced Rat: WELL, YOU ARE THE Jack: 1? Why, I’VE BEEN MAKING MY OWN CIGARETTES EVER SINCE THE 
FUNNIEST LOOKING CAT I EVER SAW! FIRST OF JANUARY ! 
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T this season the attention of a 
number of our most estimable 
citizens is taken up with the 
subject of Easter headgear. 
LIFE admits that it doesn’t care 
a nickel what the dear girls set- 
tle upon, provided it is effective 
and becoming. If it were a 
question of theatre-hats, there 
might be something to say about 
it, but the average parson is not 
So pretty that to have him hid from 
view is altogether a misfortune. Be- 
sides, behind a big hat one might be 
saved from the consequences of irre- 


sistible somnolence. 
* * * 


MONG the incendiary utterances 
which the Hon. Henry Watter- 

son permitted himself during the tem- 
pestuous month of March, was a re- 
mark that the newspaper business, all 
things considered, was an unremunera- 
tive job, and that men who could do 
well at it could do a great deal better 
Col. Watterson has several promising 


at something else. 
sons, all of whom he intends to instruct in the love of other 
professions than journalism. 

If we are to accept the tip given us in Holy Writ, we 
should not expect any kind of work to be very much fun. 
Man, we are told, was not permitted to work as a means of 
amusing himself, but was condemned to it because of his in- 


discretion. That any way of making a living should be al- 
together pleasant is as contrary therefore to theory as it is to 
experience. Col, Watterson seems never to have accepted chis 
view of labor. His first choice of an occupation that would 
support him was piano playing. Debarred from that by an 
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accident he eventually became an editor, not because he liked 
it, but because newspaper work was less irksome to him than 
short commons. To aman whose natural bent is piano- 
playing, newspaper making may seem unattractive, but none 
the less there is a good deal to be said for it. Careful men, 
with heads for business, who despise neither the advertiser, 
the subscriber, nor the legitimate opportunity of blackmail, 
have been known to get rich in the newspaper business, and 
even for the hireling who writes by the day, and takes little 
or no though: -1or the morrow, the rate of remuneration is 
2 ¥ eat as that of ministers of the gospel. 

” smuch as itis an editor’s business to write, and he 
mu ; write something every day, it usually happens that in 
the. . irse of the year he writes a great many columns about 
peop. . But people are very particular what is written about 
them, and it happens to a faithful editor in the course of 
time, that 60 per cent. of his acquaintances hate him for what 
he has said, and the remaining 4o per cent fear him for what he 
may say. Hence it happens that the farther he gets from home, 
the better are his chances of enjoying himself; which tends 
to loosen the ties that bind him to his home, and to increase 
the candor of his remarks about his neighbors. This phase 
of the editorial condition may seem objectionable to men like 
Watterson who only take to the business as a make-shift, but 
the born editor will glorify in it as affording additional evi- 
dence of how all things work together for the increase of his 
usefulness and the spread of truth. 


* * * 


HE great American public shows a gratifying disposi- 
tion to drop a button in the hat when Mr. Parnell’s emis- 
saries pass it around. That the great American public 
should furnish the Irish patriot with funds to enable him to 
thump the British lion is comparatively reasonable. But that 
the said public should be asked to furnish funds to two sets of 
aforesaid patriots to enable them to thump one another is 
tew mutch. 
* * * 


HE New York Club, which is still temporarily known as 
the Metropoli:an, is to be congratulated on the wisdom 
of its purpose to make provision for the wives and daughters 
of its members. Women are not very clubbable on their own 
hook, and a limited share in a man’s club is of more use to 
them than a club exclusively their own. LIFE is willing to 
wager that when once the Metropolitan has demonstrated the 
pleasantness and convenience of the ladies’ department 
others of the best clubs will adopt the features if they can. 
It is a great mistake to suppose that woman is not a true 
sport, or that it does not always pay to let her in. 
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Rose (on the divan): | THINK I'LL Say YES, 


Dolly : BUT IT’S SO MUCH FASIER TO LOVE MEN THAN TO RESPECT THEM, 





|B gaeeennrtcxsdy I went up in the 
country the other day tosee a girl I 


have always been in love with. 


CLEVERTON: And found her greatly 
changed, I suppose? 

DASHAWAY: No; that was the most 
remarkable part of it. She was just the 
same. She still said “‘ No.” 


AN APRIL FOOL. 
OBBY: What's an April fool, papa ? 
Mr. Norris: An April fool is a 
man who takes off his winter underclothing 
on the first warm day. 


IT IS BETTER TO MARRY A MAN YOU RESPECT THAN ONE YOU ADORE, 





April: WAKE UP, OLD. BOY, YOUR FORTY 
WINKS ARE TAKEN, 





HE KNEW WHICH WAY THEY RAN. 
AT: Yez may say wot yez plaze, 
gintlemen; it’s not onywhere ye’ll 
be foindin’ braver men nor th’ Irish! 
BANTER: Come off, Pat; it was only 
the other night that I made five of them 
run. 
PAT: 
were ? 


Was it long catchin’ ye, they 





OUBTS as to the intelligence of the 
Trustees of the Metropolitan Art 
Museum remain open on Sunday. 


A KNIGHT OF THE BATH—Saturday. 
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THE FASHIONABLE SIDE OF LENTEN 




















DEVOTION. 














MR. MORLEY’S RECENT ESSAYS. 


HERE is nothing in Jonn Morley’s new volume of 
essays, “Studies in Literature,” (Macmillan), which 
has not been in print before in a periodical, but even those 
who have chanced upon some part of them will be glad to 
have the nine essays in a book uniform with Morley’s col- 
lected works. They form an important addition to the writ- 
ings of a most advanced and modern man, who is the advo- 
cate of many reforms in literature, politics and society. Yet, 
in the midst of these conflicts, in a nervous and superficial 
era, his writings are a retreat for the wearied reader, from 
all the turmoil to a cloudless elevation where he breathes the 
serene air, and sees clear and straight into the conflict of 
which he is a part. One feels that Mr. Morley takes the 
attitude of posterity toward contemporary things, and that is 
the best proof of his dispassionate judgment. Scholarly re- 
cluses occasionally have attained to something of this attitude, 
but for a man of affairs,—constantly in contact with the men 
who make opinions and liable to be irritated by their personal 
eccentricities—to reach and preserve it is a mark of intel- 
lectual force under perfect control. 
* * * 
HE obvious thing to,say is that his writings are without 
sympathy, which has come to mean toleration for 


weakness. But, put sympathy on the higher level of an active 
regard for the relations of life and the duties springing from 
them, and you will find his works saturated with it. The 
family, society, the state, are factors in every judgment which 
he passes on personal conduct. 

No one who has read it will fail to recall that part of his 
stimulating essay “On Compromise” which discusses how 
far a man’s obligations to truth as he sees it should compel 
him to wound deeply the feelings and sadden the lives of his 
parents by an avowal of beliefs which to them are repulsive. 
“It seems to the present writer ” he says, “ that one relation- 
ship in life, and one only justifies us in being silent where 
otherwise it would be right to speak. This relationship is 
that between child and parent. * * * A man’s self-re- 
spect ought scarcely to be injured if he finds himself shrink- 
ing from playing the apostle to his own father and mother.” 

Surely this is an expression of the finest feeling—a senti- 
ment which unites strength and delicacy, and divides cas- 
uistry from intellectual honesty. 


* * * 


HIS present volume shows equal humanism. He puts 
literature in a proper relationship with life when he 

says (commenting on Burke) “It is life that is the great 
education. But the parcel of books, if they are well chosen 
reconcile us to this discipline; they interpret this virtue and 
justice; they awaken within us the divine mind, and rouse 
us toa consciousness of what is best in others and ourselves.” 











In this last clause has he not ‘put the essence 
of all charity? If literature has any part in pro- 
gress, in evolution, it is to bring the best in man to 
the surface. And when one realizes that life is not 
so much a series of necessary happenings as a rea- 
sonable selection of the best that is available, one 
will select what he reads from that written by men 

who have seen and see “the best” in others and 
themselves. 

To do this one need not be oblivious to all that 
is unpleasant or outrageous in a world of inequali- 
ties. Indeed, the best choice is only possible when 
one knows something of the worst. But no writer 
can help toward an intelligent choice who “sees 
only the dead dog in the stream, and not the beauti- 
ful flowing river” and the flowers and trees along 
its banks. Droch. 
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“COME, DISAPPOINTMENT ; COME.” 


WHY THE DEUCE LCOES SHE ALWAYS BRING 
I DON’T GET NO CHANCE TO SAY NOTHIN’ 


OH, BOTHER ! 
HER BIG BROTHER WITH HER? 


Young Man: 


POOTY TO HER! 


COMES HIGH, BUT WE MUST HAVE IT—The sun. 











SOME EASTER OPENINGS. 











FOLLOWING THE FASHION. 
RENCH verses I cannot write, 

So I always indite 

My verses soft and warm 








THE TRUE STORY OF JONAH. 





THE EARLIEST PATENT MEDICINE TESTIMONIAL KNOWN, FOUND AMONG THE SCULPTURES 


OF ASSYRIA, 
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Dear Sirs: 


| $ Bills. | 


Drs. Metchisadech & Ptorath: 
No. 1001 Smith St., Tarshish. 


While coming from Tarshish to this city recently, by water, 








PROFESSOR MIDDLEMIST’S PILLS. 

’ ‘| DID hope—I really did hope it would have been dif- 

ferent, Professor Middlemist,” said Rafael Amato 
dejectedly. ‘“ You yourself told me, you know, that it would 
be all right ; and I had every confidence in you. But here I 
am only a month married, and it’s coming back almost as 
bad as ever—and of course, considering the circumstances, a 
great deal worse. What under Heaven am I to do?” 

“You care nothing more about her, eh?” said the Pro- 
fessor, in his deep, booming voice. 

‘But I do care for her, you see!” exclaimed the young 
man. ‘I think there’s nobody like her. If I didn’t care, I 
shouldn’t mind ; but that’s the trouble !”’ 

“ Who ever heard,” snorted the Professor, ‘“‘ of a man who 
cared for his wife, falling in love with another woman ? ”’ 

“ Then it is as I feared—I am unlike other men,” rejoined 
Rafael, with a sigh, ‘ That’s what my poor dear mother al- 
ways used totell me. I'll tell youthe way it seemstome. It is 
as if all women were only one woman ; various versions of one 
woman, you know. And since I’m in love with the woman, 
of course I can't help being in love with all the versions.” 

“What! Ugly and pretty alike?” 

“Oh, no! only the pretty ones. The ugly ones don’t count. 
They're a sort of mistake. I don’t exactly look at them.” 

“Do you consider Verinda pretty or ugly ?” 

“Why, pretty, by all means! But if she were the prettiest 
woman in the world—and I do believe she is—still she’s only 
one version. If I now saw any one else, or if there were no 
others, I should be safe. But as it is, something happens 
every time I go out!” 





“ Rafael, my boy,” said the Professor, sonorously, “ noth- 
ing is so bad as half a philosophy. Your theory that all 
women are but manifestations of the one everlasting woman 
is sound enough. But is it not also true that all women are 
contained in each individual woman—for him who loves her? 
That precious seeing which love, as the poet says, lends to 
the eye, should enable you to discover in Verinda the sum 
and essence of all the fascinations of her sex.” 

“Yes, but I can’t help remembering that she is Verinda 
all the time.” Rafael answered, shaking his head; and after 
a moment's pause he added, “I don’t think it would be right 
for me to forget it. I am not a polygamist.” 

“ Rafael,” declared the Professor, emphasizing his words 
with solemn uplifted forefinger, ‘‘ you are the victim of a de- 
luding and erroneous tradition. Marriage is not a captivity, 
it is an emancipation. As your eyesight endows you with 


_ the visible universe, so in the person of your wife, you are 


possessed of womankind. Your union with her is a type—” 

“But, Professor, all this does not heal my susceptibility,”’ 
Rafael ventured to interpose. “ The situation is this :—I 
love woman and I am married to a woman. In so far as she 
is woman, I love her too ; but, in so far as she is my wife—” 

“ Rafael!” exclaimed the Professor warningly. 

“In sofar as she is my wife,” repeated the young man, 
sadly but firmly, ‘I feel as if she were below par. How can 
a man desire what he already has? It is what he has not 
that allures him. Were I to love Verinda I should be incon- 
solable, and should forget all others in serving her; but, as 
there is no prospect of her getting lost, I am in danger of 
forgetting her in seeking after all the others.” 










































































And completely overthrew my physical system. 
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“Unhappy boy! you are indeed per- 
verted,” said the Professor, removing his 
spectacles and rubbing the glasses on a 
corner of his bandanna. “ You argue in 
a vicious circle, whence is no exit. Your 
wife, in order to be your wife, must cease 
to be your wife! You are an irreclaim- 
able idiot.” 

“Not irreclaimable, Professor Middle- 
mist,” rejoined Rafael earnestly; ‘for 
you are the wisest of men, and I am con- 
fident that you know a medicine to cure 
even such an idiot as I.” 

“Humph! You really flatter me,” 
grunted the Professor, stroking his beard. 
“I don’t altogether share your confidence ; 
but I know your father, and for his sake 
I am willing todo what I can, Let me 
see!” He opened a cupboard in the 
table near which he was seated, and took 
out a tin box. On being opened, it proved 
to be a medicine-chest, containing small 
phials similar to those used for homceo- 
pathic medicine. He put on his glasses 
and examined one phial after another, 
pausing for a moment at one _ labeled 
“‘zelotypus.” But he replaced it. 

“It is avery odd remedy,” he mutt ered 
“but, from what I know of Verinda, I 
doubt if it could be made effective in your 
case. She is as guileless as a wild rose, 
and imagines there is but one man in the 
world. No I think I will make experi- 
ment with this nostrum of my own inven- 
tion. It is a desperate remedy, and has 
never been tried before; but it will cure 
you if you are curable; you are more 
fool than knave and that is in your favor.” 

The little bottle which he now took up 
was full of small pills, each as big as a 
duck-shot, and ofa high pink color. The 
Professor put some of them into a tiny 
paper-pill box, and handed them to 
Rafael. 

‘Let her take one every morning, after 
breakfast,” said he. “If there is no im- 
provement by the end of the week, it’s a 
benefit.” 

“ But it is 1 who am the patient, not 
Verinda!” said Rafael. 

“Itis through her that you must be 
cured, if at all,” the other replied ; ‘‘ and 
in prescribing them to Verinda, I am pay- 
ing her the highest compliment ever 
offered toa woman. But she will never 
know it, and if she did, it would make no 
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ee condition was such that I got very much down in the mouth, and feared that I 
should never see home and friends again. 
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a — — Jack Bennewe— 


I cheerfully nto it to anyone in the same condition. 
Very sincerely, JONAH, 
Nineveh, Assyria. 


And was at once restored. 


P. O. Box 76543892567. 


difference. Now be off, and don’t let me 
see you again till next week!” So say- 
ing, Professor Middlemist resumed his 
book, and Rafael departed. 

Il, 

“ Of course I'll take it, darling, if you 
wish me to,” said Verinda, the next morn- 
ing, ‘“ but I never felt better in my life. 
There!” and she swallowed it, with an 
undulation of her lovely white throat that 
prompted her husband to kiss it. Then 
he looked at her, but could perceive no 
effect from the drug. At least, it was to 
the kiss that he ascribed the brightening 
of her eyes and the flushing of her cheeks. 

“I believe she does look prettier,” he 
said to himself; ‘but after all she is still 
Verinda—and I am I!” 

“‘ You'll be back to dinner, won't you ?” 
she said, with her soft hands on his 
shoulders. “ But I know you will, because 
I know you love me as much as I love 
you. If I had never met you, I never 
should have loved anybody.” 

Rafael concealed a guilty blush with a 
forced smile. “Nonsense!” said he. 
“ There are dozens of men in the world 
you might have loved as well as you do 
me, or better.” 

“ Rafael, that is wicked! Suppose I 
was to say that there were dozens of 
women you might have loved. * * * 
why, what’s the matter, darling? Are 
you angry?” 

“Don’t try to jest, Verinda—it doesn’t 
become you,” said her husband gloomily. 
“ Of course, I will think of nobody but 
you! The mere idea pains me. There, 
good bye, my love! Bea good girl, and 
expect me to dinner.” 

So Rafael went away about his affairs 
and at noon he met a friend who invited 
him uptown to lunch. “ There’s a cousin 
of mine, a mighty pretty girl, to be there,” 
the friend said, “and as you are a con- 
noisseur, I want you to meet her.” 

Here was a temptation from which 
Rafael, knowing his own weakness, ought 
to fly. But after a little hesitation, he 
accepted his friend’s offer. ‘“‘How am I 
to know if I’m cured, unless I put it 
to the test?” he argued. “If this girl is 
really pretty, and I don’t fall in love with 
her, the Professor’s medicine will have 
been successful.” Soto the luncheon he 
went. 

The cousin was not at all like Verinda. 
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CLASHING BELLES. 


‘“Mr. ST. JOHN SAYS YOUR COMPLEXION ALWAYS REMINDS HIM OF THE 
WAR OF THE ROSEs.” 

‘“Dip HE? How NICELY HE PUTS THINGS!” 

‘* YES, DOESN'T HE! YOU KNOW THE RED DROVE THE WHITE ENTIRELY 
FROM THE FIELD.” 





But she was very, very pretty; nay, she was ravishingly beautiful—at 
least Rafael thought so before he had been half an hour in her com- 
pany. At the end of an hour, it was all up with him ; he was virtually 
in love. So far from being cured, it was the worst attack he had yet 
had. As he went homeward, at the end of the day, he was much de- 
pressed. Plainly, the medicine had failed ; he was incurable! When- 
ever he tried to think of Verinda, the image of the cousin presented 
itself. As he let himself into the door of his house, he felt like a 
criminal. 

The hallway was dark; Verinda came dancing out of the parlor to 
meet him. ‘“ What a good boy!” she cried; “you are ten whole min- 
utes ahead of time! You shall have ten extra kisses! one—two— 
three—” 

“ Wait till we get inside,” said the unhappy Rafael, catching his 
breath. “ Kissing in the dark is no fun.” 

“ You didn’t use to think so!” returned Verinda, with a little quaver 
in her voice. “I shall begin to believe you don’t care to see me, if 
you——”” 

“Verinda!” exclaimed her husband, desperately. They had by 
this time entered the drawing-room, and the light from the chandelier 
fell full upon her face and figure as he turned towards her, with the 
purpose of confessing all, and leaving her to decide what should be 
done. But, as his glance fell upon her, it became fixed in a rigid 





stare, his jaw dropped, and his voice died away in 
his throat. What had happened ? 

The woman who stood before him, dressed in 
Verinda’s gown, and whose tones and ways he had 
but an instant before recognized as his wife’s, was 
not Verinda at all, but—of all people in the world— 


' the beautiful cousin! It was incredible—imposs- 


ible, of course: and yet, how is a man to reject the 
evidence of his own senses? She to whom he had 
lost his too fickle heart was before him :—she, and 
no longer Verinda—was his wife. There was the 
slender oval face, the delicate patrician features, the 
complexion of the magnolia petal, the dark-fringed, 
languishing Andalusian eye—the cousin, to a 
hair! He put his trembling hand to his forehead, 
and gasped with sheer amazement. 

“ Why, what is the matter with you, Rafael?” 
exclaimed she, advancing, and trying to put her 
arms round his neck. ‘“ You look as if you didn’t 
know me. What has happened?” 

“I—I don’t—feel quite well,” replied Rafael, 
shrinking away from her touch. “I'll be all right 
directly.” 








A SOUND REASON. 


‘‘T DIDN' KNOW YO’ COULD READ, BRE’R DOWNEY.” 

Downey (apparently much interested in his paper): 
OH, YES, I’SE READ EBBER SINCE I WUZ ER BOY. 

‘* DEN HOW COMES IT YOU’SE READIN’ DAT PAPER UP- 
SIDE DOWN ?” 

‘*T ALWAYS READS DAT WAY, BRE’R DOWNEY, DEN 
I’SE GETS AT DE BOTTOM OB DE FAC’S WIDOUT HABING 
TER READ DOWN DE WHOLE COLUMN.” 
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The strangest thing was, that although his every sense told 
him that this was the beautiful cousin, some deeper percep- 
tion in his heart assured him that it was, nevertheless, Verinda. 
It was also evident that Verinda herself was unconscious of 
the change that had come over her. And the servant, who 
at that moment came in to say that soup was on the table, 
was obviously unaware of any alteration in her mistress’s ap- 
pearance. The transformation, then, was perceptible to 
Rafael alone. With a sudden impulse, he drew her to the 
tall mirror between the windows, that she might behold her 
reflection there. Their eyes met on the polished surface ; 
but lo! another marvel! The reflection of the beautiful 
cousin was not the beautiful cousin, but Verinda! Rafael 
was the victim of an enchantment, which the mirror dispelled. 
Yet, when he turned from the reflection to the woman her- 
self, it was the cousin again ! 

“T understand it now!” he muttered, with a shudder, “ it 
is Professor Middlemist’s Pills! What will become of me?” 

The necessity of concealing the miracle from his wife—if 
she were his wife—was imperative ; and by a violent effort 
he contrived to assume an outward composure. They went 
into the dining-room, she leaning lovingly on his arm. Why 
did he recoil from her touch ? was he not in love with her— 
with the beautiful cousin—and should he not regard this 
transformation, of which only he was cognizant asa piece of 
unexampled good fortune? to have one’s wife present the 
exact image of the woman one is in love with—what could be 
more convenient and agreeable ? and if to-morrow, he were 
to meet and become enamored of some other lovely creature, 
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AT LAST. 


‘*BRESS DE Lawp. IT’s COME; IT'S COME!” 

** WHAT'S COME, MAMMY ?” 

‘““WHy, DE JEDGEMENT Day, YO’ BRACK IGNYRAMUS, DIDN'T 
YO" HEAH DAT GABRIEL’S TRUMPET? AN’ DERE GOES YO’ GOOD 
OLE FADDER UP AT DE FIRST SOUND.” 
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undoubt:dly he would find her in his wife’s shoes when he 
returned home; and so on forever! If this wouldn’t satisfy 
a susceptible married man, what would ? 

“It is the most horrible fate that ever overtook a man?” 
said Rafael to himself, ‘to have another woman masquerad- 
ing as my innocent and precious wife—or the other way 
about—it’s a hideous profanation and sacrilege! I hate 
the beautiful cousin from the bottom of my soul, and I wish 
I had never seen her, and never may again!” 

“‘ Will you have cheese in your soup, darling ?’’ asked the 
lady at the other end of the table. Rafael looked up. He 
uttered acry of joy. The beautiful cousin was no longer 
there. Verinda—his own Verinda—sat before him, The 
change in his heart had made a change in her ; no third per- 
son stood between them any longer; and Rafael felt a con- 
viction, and registered a vow, that no such catastrophe 
should ever occur again. 


* * * 


“ Back already,” growled the professor, the next morning. 

“Take back your six accursed pills!” said Rafael. “One 
of them was enough for me, and too much!” 

“Better keep the rest—in case!” said the Professor. 

““ My eyes are opened,” returned the young man, “and I see 
that there is but one woman in the world, and that Verinda 
is she. And having once seen clearly, I can never more be 
blind.” 

“Very well, said the Professor, “(you know your own busi- 
ness, I suppose. By the way, did you tell Mrs. Amato the 
secret of your complaint ?” 

“ Heaven forbid,” said Rafael, turning pale. “She shall 
never know it. I am sane and seeing now; may she never 
discover that I was once mad and blind!” 

“For your sake, I say amen!” said the Professor. ‘“ But 
the pills are always here, if you should have a relapse.” 

Julian Hawthorne. 


THE UNATTAINABLE. 


OM’S album was filled with the pictures of belles 
Who had captured his manly heart, 
From the fairy who danced for the front-row swells 
To the maiden who tooled her cart ; 
But one face as fair as a cloudless dawn 
Caught my eye, and I said ‘‘ Who's this?” 
** Oh, that,” he replied, with a skillful yawn, 
‘*TIs the girl I couldn’t kiss.” 


Her face was the best in the book, no doubt, 
But I hastily turned the leaf, 

For my friend had let his cigar go out, 
And I knew I had bared his grief ; 

For caresses we win and smiles we gain 
Yield only a transient bliss, 

And we're all of us prone to sigh in vain 
For ‘* the girl we couldn't kiss.” 

Harry Romaine, 
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THE DUDE'S DIARY. 
A.M. 
8:00—Woke. 
8:05—Dozed. 
8:24—Yawned. 
8:25—Rose. 
8:30-—Dressed. 
9:00—Breakfast. 
10:00— Walked. 
10:15—Talked. 
11:00—Cigarette. 
11:15—Sick. 
11:17—Better. 
11:19—Lemonade. 
11:45—Dressed. 
P.M. 
12:30—Lunched. 
2:30—Drove. 
6:00—Dressed. 
7:00—Dined. 
8:00—Talked. 
9:30— Mashed. 
10:10—Proposed. 
11:10%4—Rejected. 
10:23—Drank. 
11:04—Drunk. 


A.M. 
1:00—Disrobed. (For- 
got to.) 
1:00—Retired. . 
1:01—Slept. 


Nero O'Flynn. 


A CONSCIENTIOUS 
REPORTER. 
HE policy of a cer- 
tain daily newspaper 
is always to substitute the 
word Hebrew for Jew in 
all articles appearing in 
its columns. Acting un- 
der this rule a new re. —— 
porter recently handed in the following: 


TIE YOURSELF ? 
He: ABOUT AN HOUR. 


Early last evening as Mr. Goldstein, the well-known Main Street 
Hebreweler and his fiancée, Miss Hebrewlia Moses, who, by the 
way, is a perfect Hebrewno, were coming home from the Court 
House where Mr. G. had been serving on the Grand Hebrewry, they 
met a footpad who demanded Mr. G’s money. 

‘* By Hebrewpiter,” exclaimed Mr. G., as Miss Hebrewlia fell in a 
faint, ‘‘ you can’t have it, for I have none, except large bills.” 

Mr. Goldstein smiled insinuatingly and permitted the highwayman 
to approach very closely, when he struck him a terrific blow in the 
face, 

‘‘Oh, you Hebrewdas Iscariot,” howled the footpad, for he was a 
Christian ; but before he could act a policeman had him by the collar. 

‘‘ Who is that ?” tremblingly asked the fair Miss Hebrewlia, re- 
covering consciousness. 

‘«Oh, only a robber barren,” said Mr. G., laughing nervously at his 
own Hebrew a’esprit. 


She: TELL ME, WHAT DIFFERENCE IS THERE BETWEEN A READY-MADE TIE AND ONE YOU 








Later in the evening he took Miss Hebrewlia to see ‘‘ Romeo and 
Hebrewliet at the Opera House, and it is rumored they will be mar- 
ried next Hebrewne, the month of roses. 


AN ANTI-CAN’T HOUSEHOLDER. 


ype tind TRAMP: Dear sir, unless I get a bite of 
something at once I shall soon be dead. 
PATER FAMILIAS: Poor man, you are homeless, are 
you? 
SALVATION TRAMP: Oh, no; heaven is my home. 
PATER FAMILIAS: Here is five cents for some bread—and— 
er-try to reach home as soon as possible. 


THE DEER DEPARTED—when the hunter missed him. 














P40j]025 

j Boy Joy yorol 0} MOY 9W MOUS puy 
‘JOOIIY} ANID ay} AW O} JUBIS 
yied A19A9 $,AZBUI SIY} SMOUY O 


wojur) 








[NOAL 
LM 
‘aA0] JO pos Ajpury oy yey ‘yy 


‘ 


“UIA IOARJ JSOIIVJ 19Y P[NOM OY AA 
sf{em s}t peoiy) Apyop jsnur ay jet 
e. J santas {eUL 
‘Ul PUB JNO SHSUIPUIM A[DAOT YA 


‘O7ZTU BOY] OS SI dINjeu YW 

















198 
AN UNEXPECTED LOCKOUT. 

















Confident Traveler: SAY, DAME, JIST GIT ME 
SUTHIN’ TER EAT AN’ GIT IT QUICK. SEE? 

















(As she pulls the shutter): ‘‘THET HOLE THIM 
BURGLARS CUT IN THET SHUTTER COMES IN RIGHT 
HANDY.” 








TINIAN 
‘““JAMESIE, I’VE BOLTED THE SHUTTER ON THE 
INSIDE ; YOU JUST RUN DOWN FER THE CONSTABLE 
AND TELL HIM HE NEEDN’T PUT NO CHAIR IN THIS 
FELLER’S CELL, NEITHER.” 
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His Majesty (on a morning walk about his premises): SO HE'S GOT HERE 
AT LAST! I EXPECTED AS MUCH, BUT HE MUST GO; HE CAN’T MAKE A NEW 
YORK OF (//zs PLACE! 


A DUET. 


WO Shades met on the silver side of a cloud. Their voices were 
broken sadness in the universal chorus of Shades. 

“Do you remember?” sang he, in a minor key. 

“Shall I ever forget ?’’ wailed she, as she stubbed her toe against the 
ragged edge of the cloud. 

“ He sighed retrospectively. Instinctively she essayed to assume a 
coquettish air. He pulled in an absent-minded way at the place where 
his cuffs used to be. 

“By the way—I never told you that I loved you—did I ?”’ 

“No; you never got as far as that.” A sigh. 

“You were so evasive!” 

“Was I?” 

“Ahem! I wonder how it would seem to hold hands—in spirit !”’ 

“ It would be a trifle—er—intangible—don’t you think ?” 

“And as for a spirit kiss” 

‘ Let’s talk of something cheerful. Have you met the devil yet?” 

“Yes; Jones introduced us. He was always a particular friend of 
Jones.” 

“IT only knew him slightly.” 

“ By the way—have you an engagement for this evening? ” 

“No; none. You know I only came a day or so ago.” 

“What do you say to a moonlight boat ride on the Styx?” 

“Should be charmed—but I didn’t bring my yachting cap—and—will 
there be a party?” 

“Oh, no! Only Charon. He’s going over on business. Dante, 
Petrarch, and a lot of other swells give a bachelors’ dinner. He's going 
after some spice for the Lethe punch.” 

“That’s a very much overrated drink.” 

“It isso. Milton himself rarely touches it.” 
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2 ““Well—to resume—we met on earth—we parted— 
Be we never married.” 
Soles “Possibly we wouldn’t think as much of each other 
if we had.” 

“ How natural that sounded. You are quite your- 
self.” 

“Hum?” 

“And you love me still?” 

“Of course.” 

“Then—let us marry.” 

“You forget one thing!” 

“And that % 

“‘Is—that we are both dead and buried.” 

“Ha! Ha! Ha! That’s the first time I’ve laughed 
since I came.” Johanna Staats, 





~ ALL OR NOTHING. 


HE: Don’t you feel a draft over there near the 
“J window? 

HE (taking the hint): 1 don’t know but I do. 
What would you advise me todo; pull the blind down 
or move over nearer to you? 

SHE: Both. 


MISCALLED. 


UDGE: What is your Christian name, Mr. Glim ? 
GLIM: Robert Ingersoll. 
JuDGE: What! Do you call that a Christian 
name ? 
A COOK COUNTY RITUALIST, a See | 


| 





He (Americanus): WHAT, YOU’VE BEEN HERE IN ROME A FORT- 
NIGHT AND HAVEN'T BEEN TO THE SISTINE CHAPEL YET ? 

She (Chicagoensis): No. 

He: CARE TO GO? 

She: YES, IF IT’S HIGH CHURCH. WHO'S THE RECTOR, ANYHOW? 



































































THE END OF LENT. 


THE RETURN TO THE WORLD, THE FLESH, AND THE—— 
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IN OTHER DAYS. 


i hago once was a gallant knight-errant, 
Whose lady-love had a stern parent, 


He wore steel shirts and pants, 
And a sword and a Jance, 


But the young folks afraid of him weren't. 
—Drake's Magazine. 


A WIFE recently gave her husband a sealed letter, begging him not 
When he did so he 


to open ft until he got to his place of business. 
read : 


‘*T am forced to tell you something that I know will trouble you, 
I am determined you shall know, let the 
result be whatit may. I have known fora week that it was coming, 
but kept it to myself until to-day, when it has reached a crisis, and I 
cannot keepit any longer. You must not censure me too harshly, for 
I do hope it won’t crush 


but it is my duty to do so. 


you must reap the results as well as myself. 
you.” 


fear of some terrible unknown calamity. He turned the page, his hair 


slowly rising, and read : 


Young 
Americans 


Who do not wish to lose their hair before they 
are forty, must begin to look after their scalps 
before they are twenty.—N. Y. Medical Record. 


REVENT 
BALDNESS 


Dermatologists tell usthat : The 
chief requirement of the hair is 
cleanliness—thorough shampoo- 
ing for women once a fortnight, 
and for men once a week, and that 
the best agent for the purpose is 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP. 


One of Nature’s Remedies, 
and the IDEAL TOILET -SOAP. 





‘* The coal is all used up ! 


STRANGER (visiting city): Say, mister, what’s that big stone 
building ?. An orphan asylum ? 


CITIZEN: Why, no; that’s the office of the daily and weekly 
Givemfits, just erected with accumulated dividends. 


STRANGER: Goshall fishhooks! The deuce you say! Why, I 
got mad at the editor and stopped that paper more’n five years ago, and 


supposed, of course, the consarn had busted and quit.—Printer's Ink. 


HUuSBAND (just married): You want to know what I like best ? 
Of all things I like liver dumplings, sauerkraut and blood sausages. 

WIFE; Oh, for shame, Adolph! So prosaic and common. 

Hussanp: Can I help itif such divine tasting things have prosaic 
names ?—Fizegende Blatter. 


CLERK IN FURNISHING STORE: Two verystylish ties, sir, I can 
assure you ; our latest importations in new patterns. They are both 
bound to take, but for myself I prefer the dark one. 

PURCHASER: Give me the light one, please.— Yale Record. 


‘*‘T HOPE you remember your mother ?” said the visitor to the pris- 
By this time the cold perspiration stood on his forehead with the _ oner. 


‘* Yes,” replied the convict, with a far-away look in his eyes ; ‘‘ yes, 


when I was a boy she used to cut my hair.”—Boston Transcript. 
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CELEBRATED HATS, 
—AND— 
Ladies’ Round Hats and Bonnets and 
The Dunlap Sitk Umbrella. 

178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, bet. 22d and 23d Sts., 
and 18: Broadway, near Cortlandt St. 
NEW YORK. 

Palmer House, Chicago. 914 Chestnut St., Phila. 
GF" Agencies in all Principal Cities. 
Gold Medal Awarded, Paris Exposition, 1889. 












+0 HELIO-VIOLET SACHET PowneR: 
For Sale by all Dealers. 





ESTABLISHED LONDON: 


1861. No. 8 King Edward St. 
Newgate, E. C. 


-BUDD- 


MADISON SQUARE. 


SCARES 4x2 
GLOVES 


FOR EASTER HOLIDAYS. 





Newest Colors & Shades. 





OAKLEY’S 
Handkerchief Extracts 


ARE OF 


ACKNOWLEDGED SUPERIORITY 


Ny, 


Ly lap 
—- GG 


YY 
OAKLEY’S 
Queen Cologne. 


IMPORTANT. 

FOREIGN CORPORATION, having a monopoly, 
with representation in all parts of Europe, now 
arranging to extend its business throughout 
‘*North America,” is desirous of securing the 
co-operation of a gentleman of responsibility 
and high standing in the United States. 

This is a rare opportunity to procure a 
profitable and select business alliance. 

For interview, address, 
ee Executive Office, 
Room No. 24, 
Western Union Building, 
5th Ave. & 23d St., New York City. 





Please call and ask for some to be sent 
this afternoon. I thought by this method you would not forget it.” 
He didn’t.— Sheffield Telegraph. 
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A STORY FOR 
GLOOMY 


— EOPLE. 


= young man was once like 

you and me, and we shall 

some day be just like him. Not a 

cheerful thought, is it ?—which 

brings us to the point of this story 

—that gloominess is almost a sin 

—certainly a crime against our 

fellow creatures. Therefore we 

should avoid it as we would any 

other infectious ailment which 

spreads from us to those about ts. 

A beam of sunlight struggling 

throught the clouds of a dark day 

is an unmitigated blessing, and 

as the sunbeam pierces the dark- 

ness so the weekly arrival of LIFE 

pierces the clouds of gloom and 

work and worry which surround 

so many lives. It comes freighted with joy and merriment and laughter. Can 

you-afford to be without it ? ‘‘ A light heart liveth long,” sings the poet, and if 

you would be light-hearted you must let a little fun—and the kind that LiFe 

brings is the most innocent of fun—into your life. It will save doctor’s bills to 

have it come regularly to your home. 

But, perhaps, to have LIFE come to you every week will make you foo happy. 

If you fear the effects of too much merriment you would better subscribe for 

LIFE’s CALENDAR. It comes once a month, and is a handsome publication made 

up of matter from the weekly edition of Lire. It contains besides a large 

amount of merriment and glee, a store of useful matter pertaining to astronomy, 

astrology, and the times and seasons. The publication office is at 28 West Twenty- 

third Street, New York City, and the annual subscription to LIFE is Five Dollars 
a year, and to LIFE’s CALENDAR Two-and-a-half Dollars a year. 


AN IRRESISTIBLE IMPULSE. 


Dobson (at 12.15 a.m., after a four hours call): 
MER'S COMING, MISS WARREN ? 

Miss Warren (who has been nerving up to it): 
THOUGH YOU'LL HAVE TO EXCUSE ME. 


AIN'T YOU GLAD SUM- 


Yes, I AM, MR. Dosson, 
WE ALWAYS GO TO NEWPORT THEN. 








‘*PARDON me for mentioning it,” she said, ‘‘ but isn’t that a new coat you 
have on?” 

‘* You have guessed aright,” replied the young man, nervously removing his 

hands from the pockets. ‘‘My dear Miss Pendash, allow me to ask how you 
think it sets ?” 
For one moment the heaving bosom of the haughty Boston girl stopped heav- 
ing. Then partly recovering herself and hastily reopening the door, she replied : 
‘*Mr. Nervling, you need not remove the coat. Before bidding you good-by 
forever allow me to remark that it is of no possible interest to me, sir, whether 
your coat sz¢s well or not.”—Clothier and Furnisher. 


JacK HARDUP: 

Miss PLOUTOT: 
sister to you. 

JacK HArRpDuP: Well, then, Miss Ploutot, just remind the old gentleman 
that I’m his son; 1’m afraid he might forget me in his will.— Ya/e Record, 


Oh, Miss Ploutot, may I hope at all ? 
No, Mr. Hardup, this must go no further; but I will be a 
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STEAMER -R BLANKET WRAPS. 


re For Steamer Traveling, 
| Por Railway Cars, 
For the Sick Room, 
For the Nursery, 
For the Bath. 





They are indispensable for 
traveling, and a positive lux- 
ury for Home use. 


=| For Men, Women, Children 
and the Baby, $2.75 to 
$35, with Hood and Girdle 
complete, at NOYES BROS.’ 


Made from English and 











BLANKET WRAPS 


a Scotch Shawls, Vienna Wool, 
PAJAMAS Finest California Blankets, 
and English and_ French 


or East India Sleeping Suits, and Long Night Flannels. 


Shirts, made from the best English Flan- 
nels, Cotton and Silk, for Steamer, 
Sleeping Car, Yachting, 
or Hunting. 





Samples and full instructions 
sent on application. 


NOYES BROS., 


426 Washington St., 
BOSTON, MASS. U.S. A. 





Medium and heavy weights for Men & Children 


At NOYES BROS.’ 


POTTERY AND GLASS 


Jardinieres, Pedestals, 
Garden Seats, Jars, 
f Vases, and Umbrella 
Stands, suitable for the 
ornamentation of Veran- 
das, Halls, Piazzas and 
Lawns. 

These pieces are in 


low, Sarg de Boeuf, Tur- 
quoise and Golden Green. 
Full line of Table 


Ware, wer ieaceaiel Goodsin China, 
Crockery and Glass. 


ABRAM! FRENCH'S Co- 


89, 91 & 93 Franklin St., cor. Devonshire, Boston. 





soft glaze colors of Yel- 
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By Caroline M. Dodson, M. D., of Philadel- 
Jhia, President of National Woman's Health 


Association of America; Oscar B. stows, 
M. D., of Kansas City; Mrs. Annie Jenness- ~~ 
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BROUGHAMS. 


Seneca hit the nail on the head: “ Per que luxuria divi- 
tiarum tedis ludit.” The caprices of luxury which would 
escape the tediousness of riches. 

All these caprices of luxury are to be found in our 1891 
Broughams: Toilet Box, Card Rack, Umbrella Holder, Cane 
Slide, Cigar Ash Tray, Pneumatic Signal Tube, French 
Indicator Watch, Stable Shutters, Sliding Third Seat and 
noiseless gear, 

You want these luxuries in your Brougham as in no other 
vehicle. They cost no more, for we include them all as a 
part of the necessary equipment, just as the wheels or shafts 
are necessary. 

Our price on Broughams and Demi-Coaches (one or pair- 
horse), are exceptionally low. These vehicles are built in the 
coach department of our factory and purchasers thus escape 
all dealers’ profits and commissions by buying direct of the 
manufacturer. Private patterns, 

Many of our new styles and designs of Pleasure Carriages 
for the season of 1891 may now be inspected at the ware- 
rooms, The stock is ready and in process, and is replete 
with novel suggestions and ideas. We commend for special 
consideration the London Rake, a new Hunting Trap, and 
our latest pattern Touring Phaeton. 


FERD. F. FRENCH & CO. 


(LIMITED.) 


Office, Warerooms and Factory, 14 to 24 Sudbury St., 
BOSTON, MASS. 
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THE ADAPTABILITY OF GENIUS. 


TON AREY, 
Visttor ; I SHOULD THINK EDITOR FAKERSON WOULD FIND IT VERY 
DIFFICULT TO COLLECT HIS THOUGHTS FOR WRITING THOSE SCIENTIFIC THE FOUNDATION. 
ARTICLES IN THE DISTRACTING DIN OF THIS NEWSPAPER OFFICE. 
The Sporting Editor: \WELL, HE USED TO HAVE DIFFICULTY WITH THAT BOY HAS THE MAKING OF A POLITICIAN IN HIM, 
THE OLD ENCYCLOPEDIA, BUT THE NEW EDITION IS SO CONVENIENTLY WHAT MAKES YOU THINK SO? 
INDEXED THAT HE COLLECTS THEM WITH NO TROUBLE AT ALL. He’s IRISH. 





SPRING OPENING OF NEW CARPETS. 


JOHN H. PRAY, SONS & CO. 








In making our selections for the Spring Market, we have paid special attention to the modern style 
furnishing, and taken into due consideration the newest ideas in high art decoration, so that all our new 
all Carpets will harmonize with the latest style of coloring and interior decorations, while many of our 
‘clusive patterns are the choicest productions of the best European and American designers. 










Our agents, both abroad and at home, have secured the latest novelties, so that we can offer the full 
sortment of English and American AXMINSTERS, WILTONS, BRUSSELS, TAPESTRIES, and other 
brics. PERSIAN, INDIAN, and other Eastern RUGS we shall continue to make a specialty, and our 
RIENTAL department will be found to contain a very large and choice stock of every variety of 
PORTED RUGS and CARPETS. 


We invite our friends and the public generally to an early inspection of our new and large stock, 
ling confident that we offer inducements in style, quality and price that no purchaser can afford to pass. 


JOHN H. PRAY, SONS & CO. 


CARPETS AND UPHOLSTERY, 
558 & 560 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 
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TAM-0-SHANTER’S RIDE. 


“Yes,” said he thoughtfully, puff- 
ing ring after ring of smoke into 


the air above his head, “'Tam-o- | 


Shanter’s ride through the mid- 
night wind with the uncanny 
witches pursuing him, was a 
strange fancy of Burns’. It al- 
ways reminds me of a certain 
time in my life when I seemed 
pursued by every demon of dis- 
ease. Indigestion, dyspepsia, al- 
most constant sick headache, weak 
lungs, boils and ulcers, everything 
seemed to ail me, and my physi- 
cians had finally given me up as 
a sure victim of consumption. 
You know, in Burns’ story, just 
as the foremost witch was seizing 
Tam’s horse by the tail, he reached 
the middle of the magic stream— 
and his pursuers vanished. Well, 


just as I was giving up in despair, | 


a friend sent me a bottle of Dr. 
Pierce’s Go.den Medical Discovery, 
which I took. In an incredibly 
short time my disease entirely van- 
ished. To-day I am as strong as 


any man in the room—thanks to 


99? 


the ‘Golden Medical Discovery. 

Consumption is Lung - scrofula. 
|For Scrofula, in its myriad forms, 
and for all Liver, Blood and Lung 
|diseases, the “Discovery” is an 
‘unequaled remedy. It’s the only 
guaranteed one. If it doesn’t bene- 
fit or cure, you get your money 
back. It’s the cheapest, Liver, 
'Blood and Lung remedy, sold by 
‘druggists, because you only pay 
'for the good you get. 
| Can you ask more? 

“Golden Medical Discovery ” 
strengthens Weak Lungs, and cures 
Spitting of Blood, Shortness of 
Breath, Bronchitis, Severe Coughs, 
and kindred affections. Don’t be 
\fooled into taking something else, 
said to be “just as good,” that 
the dealer may make a larger profit. 
|There’s nothing at al! like the 
|“ Discovery.” It contains no alco- 
| hol to inebriate ; no syrup or sugar 
to derange digestion. As peculiar 
in its curative effects as in its com- 
position. Equally good for adults 
‘or children, 


It may be interesting to many to know that fie. 
wonderful popularity of Kirk’s Juvenile Toilet 
Soap has run its saley..-_ \to the enormous @ 
mount of 2,762,427 -. * bn) per annum im 
dicating that” =most popular 
Soap in the/ 
who are acy 
that it ia’ 
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in stamps to the manufacturers Jas. 8. Kirk & Co., 


surely . \Y 
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hold it n rit it pos 
sesses stre hat wil) 
far exceed t be hoped 
that such may the largest 
for all. It is 
sold everywhere, ts. If it cannot, 
be obtained at you store send 25 cents 
Chicago, Ill, and a cake will be sent by return maib 
They manufacture Shandon Bells, the only perfame. r 





FOR OVER FORTY YEARS 
have enjoyed a high reputation. Brilliant and 
musical ; tone of rare sympathetic quality ; beau- 
titul for vocal accompaniment. urabiy eon- 
structed of finest material by most skilful work- 
men. Exceptional in retaining original richness 
and fulness of tone. Require tuning less often 
than any other piano. Mopgrate Prices, Rea- 
SONABLE TERMS, 


SEND FOR CATALOGUE. 
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HOW TO MAKE 
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description 
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beauty ow- sen Ce 
sicmps,anda 
fng to unde. (Sm descriptive cit- 
veloped fiqures, a cular, with testt- 
flat busts, etc., 7 monials, will be 
tohich can be remee sent you 
died by the use of urn mail, 


ADIPO-MALENE. 


¥..F. MARSH & CO.. Madison Sa.. Phila.. V4 


Many 
women 
with fair 
faces are 
deficient in 





CHOCOLAT MENIER 


ASK FOR 


IT EVERYWHERE 





